Digitized  by  the  Internet  Archive 

in  2012  with  funding  from 

LYRASIS  Members  and  Sloan  Foundation 


http://archive.org/details/leereviewimagodeOOIeeu 


Table  of  Contents 

Pachelaell's  Kiss  1 

Psychological  Space  1 

The  Minority Presidential  Award 2 

Maria    4 

Enchantasia   5 

Disenchantasia 5 

The  Doughboy 5 

Pastor 6 

Clothes 6 

"O'  Fear"    6 

The  Fool   Presidential  Award 7 

"Long  Ago" 7 

Thy  Kingdom  Come 8 

"A  Half-finished  billet-cloux" 9 

Gospel  of  Judas 9 

Untitled    9 

The  jihad  of  the  Obscure 13 

Chipped  Coffee  Mugs    13 

Sunday  Jones    14 

"Laughing" 14 

Mode    15 

Flying  Pasture 16 

Disappearancesays   16 

Resurrection  Sundae   17 

Proselyte 18 


Daniel  Rahamut 


Presidential  Award 


Pachelbell's  Kiss 


330  days  later 

I'm  still  standing  .  .  .  remembering  .  .  . 

Crunchy  leaves  cushioning  our  steps 

A  milky  way  drowning  my  thoughts 

My  heart  and  mind  joined  over  the  Tennessee  River 

Frozen  breath  warming  my  dreams 

Alice  smearing  her  blood 

covering  all  hope 

Stealing  tomorrow  from  my  grasp 

Seeking  shelter  behind  my  mask  of  insecurity 

Craving  Anastasia's  gift 

I  stand  on  the  edge  wanting  to  fall 

A  foreign  feeling  of  love  protects 

not  knowing  death  is  waiting  on  the  other  side 

Just  like  Berlin  the  wall  is  broken 
Knowledge  ripping  through  the  concrete 
Crumbling  in  ache  and  relief 
Death  and  life  fight  for  a  week 

The  bridge  remains 

covering  the  sky  for  miles 

the  Beginning  has  brought  the  end 

I  want  to  go  home! 

Truth  spoken 

Alice  is  seen  then  destroyed 

The  cup  is  empty 

A  song  is  greatly  appreciated 

Longing  to  return  to  leaves 
I  choose  the  gift  of  silence 

-Janet  deBeaussaert 


Psychological  Space 

Like  black  badge  tape  across  my  vision, 

Stretches  the  numbing,  number-jumping  highway. 

Ajournal-defying journey  looms  again, 

Big  as  my  windshield,  wide  as  precious  metal  plains; 

But  not  even  the  road  can  purge  my  memory. 

Another  foreign-familiar  hotel  lobby, 

With  bad  late-nite  TV  and  worse  coffee. 

Drifting  music  orbits  in  my  psychological  space, 

Reminds  me  of  a  certain  long-forgotten  soundtrack: 

There  I  was  again,  confused  as  usual- 

A  breathless  fighter  pilot  with  a  limp, 

Trying  to  keep  an  even  keel 

On  my  C.V.A.  something  or  other. 

And  there  you  were,  my  young  Scottish  friend, 

Mystifying  and  relevatory  as  always. 

And  I  remember  another  transfixing  face, 

Irony-transversing  eyes  for  once 

Speaking  the  easily-divined  truth, 

Waking  instincts  the  implications  of  which 

That  kind  can  never  conceive. 

I  find  myself  back  in  the  cockpit  again, 

Trading  Tomcats  and  sportbikes  back  and  forth, 

Leaning  hard  into  the  corners, 

Feeling  the  G's,  hearing  my  N.C.O.  behind  me. 

But  that's  two  or  more  (by  now)  states  away. 

The  music  is  still  bad,  the  coffee  dregs  still  worse, 

And  I'm  staring  into  the  face  of  a  sleepless  night 

With  blue  eyes  and  implications  I  can't  know. 

The  cup  is  empty,  my  body  drained,  and, 

Vaulting  the  porch  rail, 

A  sudden  shock  of  pain  reminds  me 

-I'm  only  mortal  after  all. 

-Malibu  Maverick 
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The  Minority 

The  smoke  from  the  man's  cigarette  climbed  slowly  up  his  arm  and  paused  for  a  moment.  Then,  as  if 
choosing  of  its  will  to  ascend,  it  begin  to  curl  up  and  around  the  man's  prominent  nose  and  then  above 
his  head.    It  hovered  there  for  nearly  two  seconds,  twisting  and  twirling  itself  into  knots  of  wisp,  before  it 
was  violently  kidnapped  by  the  sterile  room's  filtration  system  and  whisked  away  into  a  maze  of  airducLs 
that  would  transform  it  instantly  into  breathable,  non-polluted  air. 

"He's  quite  overweight,"  said  The  Lawyer  who  watched  from  the  other  side  of  the  room's  glass  wall. 
The  other  man,  The  Official  Detective  of  the  United  States,  nodded  in  agreement,  "That  he  is." 

They  both  stared  at  the  fat  man.  The  mouth  in  which  he  occasionally  inserted  his  cigarette  was  sur- 
rounded by  unshaven,  deeply  tanned  skin.  It  wasn't  orange  and  reflective  like  the  artificial  tans  that  had 
been  quickly  gaining  prominence.  Rather,  the  sun  had  taken  away  from  the  face  any  visible  moisture  and 
replaced  it  with  hard,  leathery,  wrinkled  skin.  His  unkempt  thinning  grayish-blonde  hair  indicated  that  it 
too  had  been  stained  by  the  sun's  constant  stare.  The  man's  large  frame  was  adorned  in  a  simple  red  and 
black  plaid  shirt  that  had  large  dark  stains  around  the  armpits  where  sweat  had  collected.  Thin  black  sus- 
penders stretched  around  the  man's  round  belly  and  over  his  shoulders  but  barely  seemed  to  hold  the 
weight  of  his  heavy,  dirt-stained  tight  denim  jeans.  The  man  was  tapping  one  of  his  worn  cowhide  boots 
on  the  smooth  seamless  floor.  A  small  piece  of  caked  dirt  fell  from  the  bottom  of  the  tapping  steel  toe 
and  broke  apart  when  it  hit  the  floor. 

"Does  he  smell?"  asked  The  Lawyer  in  his  clean  European  accent.  The  Detective  glanced  at  The 
Lawyer  and  nodded  slowly,  "Have  you  ever  smelled  cigarette  smoke?"  The  Lawyer  shook  his  head  and 
adjusted  his  flush  red  tie. 

The  hovering  fist-sized  video  camera  that  was  broadcasting  the  man's  image  to  the  video-desktop  of 
every  American  Person  moved  in  closer  for  a  facial  shot  but  the  fat  man  swore  at  it  and  shooed  it  away 
like  a  fly. 

"Eighty-three  percent,"  said  the  Lawyer  as  he  glanced  at  a  holographic  vid-top  image  that  displayed 
both  the  fat  man  and  some  tallying  statistics.  "The  rest  haven't  voted  yet." 

'You've  got  a  job  ahead  of  you."  The  Detective  commented. 

"I'm  out  of  practice.  I  haven't  been  called  in  since.  .  ."  The  Lawyer  squinted  his  blue  eyes  as  he 
strained  his  memory.  "Since  you  found  that  women  who  was  always  voting  against  the  American  People." 
The  Detective  nodded  as  he  remembered  the  details. 

"This  man,"  he  said,  nodding  to  the  fat  man,  who  was  now  whistling,  "has  never  voted." 

The  Lawyer  turned  his  head  to  The  Detective  with  a  shocked  look  on  his  face,  "Never  voted?"  The 
Detective  nodded.  "How  can  that  possibly  be?"  asked  The  Lawyer  as  he  placed  a  hand  on  the  glass  and 
leaned  forward  to  study  the  fat  man. 
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"Eighty-nine  percent,"  The  Detective  nodded  to  the  statistics  screen.  "I  found  him  wandering  one  of 
the  roads  where  he  presumably  lived.  I  checked  the  Robotic  Network  records  and  found  that  some  farm- 
ing drones  had  run  out  of  farmland  nearby  the  man's  residence.  They  simply  scanned  for  the  nearest 
possible  farming  site  and  it  happened  to  be  his  home.  It  was  perfect  land  for  the  robots.  He'd  already 
been  farming  it  for  some  time  so  it  was  ready  for  the  robots  when  they  arrived.  I  was  called  because  he 
was  giving  the  robots  some  trouble.  Trying  to  damage  them." 

The  Lawyer  shifted  his  position,  'You  mean  to  tell  me  that  this  man  actually  worked  outside?" 

"That's  right,"  affirmed  The  Detective. 

n 

"The  first  case  I'm  given  in  over  eight  years,  and  it's  this  non-voter,"  The  Lawyer  waved  his  soft  hand 
towards  the  farmer. 

"Don't  feel  bad,"  consoled  The  Detective  with  a  smile.  "It's  the  first  criminal  I've  had  to  catch  in  over 
eight  years."  He  glanced  over  at  the  fat  man  who  was  now  walking  around  the  cell  absently.  The 
Detective  nodded  to  the  floor,  "He's  getting  dirt  all  over  the  floor."  The  Lawyer  looked  at  the  vid-top. 

'Yes,  I  should  be  getting  in  there,"  he  said,  and  turned  and  walked  out  the  observation  room.  The 
Detective  studied  the  statistics  for  a  moment  and  then  followed  his  colleague  into  the  cell. 

The  two  men  started  coughing  as  soon  as  they  entered  the  room.  "Filtration  system  must  not  be 
working  at  100%"  sputtered  The  Detective.  The  fat  man  smiled  and  crossed  his  arms  over  his  chest  in 
amusement. 

"Please,  sit  down,"  motioned  The  Lawyer  to  a  chair  across  the  room.  The  fat  man  slowly  walked  to 
the  chair  on  the  opposite  end  of  the  table,  sat  down,  and  then  began  to  twiddle  his  thumbs  calmly. 

"Now,  if  you'll  look  over  some  of  these  .  . ." 

"Finally,"  whispered  the  Detective  after  a  glance  at  the  polling  screen.  It  look  less  than  two  and  a  half 
seconds  for  the  only  man  trained  to  be  the  United  States  Official  Detective  to  draw  his  small  gun,  point  it 
at  the  fat  man,  and  pull  the  trigger.  The  hovering  vid-camera  flew  out  of  the  room  a  moment  later. 

"It  took  longer  than  usual,"  added  The  Lawyer  as  he  nonchalantly  packed  his  briefcase.  The 
Detective  nodded  and  replaced  the  weapon  inside  his  jacket  pocket. 

The  two  men  turned  the  lights  off  in  the  room  as  they  exited  leaving  the  only  source  of  light  a  flash- 
ing yellow  "100"  on  the  statistic  screen. 

-John  Beeler 


Maria 


5:18 

Quiet  afternoon, 

Same  wooden-top  stool 

Same  coffee  cup  gleaned 

Half-full  of  a  year. 

My  sideways-sitting  soul 

Slips  forth  and  back  from  joy  and  hate — 

Blame  it  all,  I  guess,  on  the  ill-omened  day. 

That  which  I  feared  finally  came  to  pass: 

Sun-baked  memories  strewn  with  salt-sanded 

Coffee  cups  and  unanswered  postage  stamps; 

Memories  of  evening  bridges,  quiet 

Cappuccinos  and  unspoken  desire 

Frothing  both  sets  of  eyes .  .  . 

Given,  taken,  thrown  away. 

Pondering,  questioning,  wondering  if  you  fell 

again, 

If  the  corners  of  your  mouth  lost  that 

Delicious  smile. 

Joy  from  darkness  emerged, 

Laughter-split  walls  falling,  giggled 

Away  by  childhood  stares  and 

Reminisced  youth.  Alive  .  .  . 

Again,  or  for  the  first?  The  latter, 

I'd  say,  with  palpitating  heart 

And  hope  resprung  in  glazed  green  eyes. 

Arms  that  longed  to  hold  you,  standing  still 

In  silent  anticipation  of  your  softness  and 

Mirth.  "It'd  kill  me,"  I  decree, 

"If  you  let  your  joy  be  lost." 


A  thousand  miles, 

A  few  fervent  prayers  and 

Worry  enough  for  a  host  of  mothers. 

"Vanity,"  saith  the  preacher  in  mocking  tones; 

"Fallen  again,  despite  your  care." 

Another  good  guy  .  .  .  but  good  for  you? 

Explanations  sought  over  friendship  lost, 

Tumultuous  days  in  the  seeking  of  truth: 

"Verily,  verily,  I  say  unto  you  ..." 

The  seed  sown  on  the  unfertile  ground. 

I  frown,  I  fist,  I'm  the  hero  in  mind; 

With  a  crown  perplexed,  it's  amazing, 

I  think,  what  a  summer  can  do,  how 

True  a  feeling  three  months  can  change. 

I  thought  you  sought  truth,  but  I 

Guess  that  changes  too. 

So  roll  my  bones  in  a  cigarette  stock  and  blow 

Me  out  in  smoke  and  tar.  Incinerate 

These  butt-ash  ends  and  flick  me  off  toward 

Nothingness, 

To  be  piled  again,  to  be  rolled  again,  to  be 

Lit  once  more  in  obscurant  smoke 

And  pass  away  in  a  drifting  fade. 

-J.  Michael  Gagne 
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Enchantasia 


DlSENCHANTASIA 


I  swallowed  ocean,  stumbled  fire, 

Crept  past  love  assassins'  spire, 

Crawled  through  desert,  lost  my  way, 

Met  with  dream  guard,  couldn't  pay, 

Stole  his  heart  with  angel  dust, 

Ran  through  forest  faeries'  trust, 

Wrestled  riddle,  slew  the  troll, 

Fell  through  hungry  witches'  hole, 

Swam  through  night  to  beat  the  dawn, 

Flamed  the  hope  of  devils'  spawn, 

Climbed  the  mountain  shadow  cast, 

Fled  to  future  from  the  past, 

Found  you  dressed  in  valley  flower, 

Rose  as  earth's  spell  lost  its  power, 

Rushed  you  to  my  lips  and  drank  your  charms, 

Became  as  a  little  child  in  your  arms 

-Wesley  Biddy 


Ocean  choked  me,  fired  chaired, 
Love's  assassins'  cross-hairs  scarred, 
Desert  parched  me,  screaming  sun, 
Dream  guard's  payment;  I  had  none. 
Confiscated  PCP, 
Fled  from  sylvan  honesty, 
Roguish  answers,  troll's  ichor, 
Salem's  ladies  bolt  the  door, 
Blackness  drowning  one  last  chance, 
Satan's  minions  manic  dance, 
Mountain  shadow  cast  me  down, 
Tripped  on  future,  tore  my  gown, 
Wilted  petals  formed  my  dress, 
Fell  to  earth's  unyielding  press, 
Collapsed  from  your  vampiric  psychic  kiss, 
Surrendering  my  soul  to  loss  of  bliss 

-Coral  Mosely 


The  Doughboy 

The  driving  rain  beat  the  troops  into  the  mud.  They  began  to  crawl  towards  the  enemy  lines,  nearly  choking  on  the  satu- 
rated, flowing  earth.  With  sixty  pounds  on  their  backs  and  a  rifle  in  hand,  they  made  their  way  across  the  treacherous  ter- 
ritory of  "no  man's  land."  Numerous  men  had  died  on  this  same  barren  earth  during  the  past  weeks,  but  the  German 
line  was  slowly,  ever  so  slowly,  retreating. 

Hermann  Rommell  was  among  the  advancing  American  doughboys.  Even  though  his  roots  were  German,  his  family  had 
migrated  to  the  United  States  while  he  was  a  young  boy.  His  schooling  had  instilled  a  patriotism  in  him  which  he  felt 
would  never  be  queried.  After  the  Lusitania  had  been  sunk  and  America  had  declared  war  on  Germany,  he  had  ardently 
registered  for  the  draft.  With  great  zeal  he  had  excelled  in  basic  training  and  been  awarded  a  marksman's  badge  for  his 
outstanding  accuracy  at  the  firing  range.  However,  now  that  he  was  in  France  and  faced  with  a  cruel,  armed  enemy,  his 
true  mettle  would  be  put  to  the  test.  He  continued  the  endless,  grueling  crawl  toward  the  enemy  lines,  sprawled  among 
the  advancing  soldiers  of  his  company. 

The  American  soldiers  grew  nearer  to  the  enemy  line,  but  with  each  knee-push  forward,  Hermann's  resolve  began  to  dis- 
sipate. He  was  not  afraid  of  dying,  and  he  felt  it  a  noble  cause  to  die  for  one's  country.  But  was  the  United  States  really 
his  country?  His  memory  began  to  flood  with  the  beautiful  sites  of  his  mother  country  which  he  remembered  ever  so 
vividly:  rolling  hills,  black  forests,  and  the  rapids  of  the  Blue  Danube.  With  each  new  meter  gained  toward  the  German 
line,  he  could  feel  his  native  land  plucking  a  homesick  tune  on  his  heartstrings.  He  felt  compelled  to  press  on. ..how 
could  he  turn  back  now  and  allow  his  comrades  to  chide  him  as  a  coward?  Finally,  he  struck  upon  the  solution!  "I'll  just 
surrender  as  soon  as  the  firing  begins.  I  won't  have  to  worry  about  killing  my  own  countrymen,  and  then  I  will  still  be 
alive  too."  No  sooner  had  he  grasped  this  epiphany  than  a  German  shell  whistled  through  the  air,  exploding  just  inches 
from  Hermann.  The  impact  of  the  mortar  and  the  flying  shrapnel  left  his  body  limp  and  lifeless  on  the  ground,  his  gun- 
held  arm  stretched  forward  in  a  futile  attempt  to  reach  his  mother  country.  Visa  to  homeland  DENIED! 

-Emmitt  Beall 
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Pastor 


lllSIHIcd   I) 


artially  by  I  lyperspacc:  A  Scientific  Odyssey  Through  Parallel  Universes.  Time  Warps  and  the  Tenth  Dimension  bv  Mu  hio  Kaki 


You  do  realize  it? 

don't  you. 

You've  stepped  beyond  the  fourth  dimension; 

what  was  once  thought 

impossible  by  physicists 

you  have  breached. 

What  was  once  nothing  more  than  a 

cardboard  toy  to  be  gazed  upon 

by  your  admirers 

(who  themselves  felt  like  gods  when 

they  looked  down  through  the  plexiglass 

on  their  way  to  worship  you) 
you  have  spoken  into  existence. 

What  you  don't  realize 

is  that 

you've  wormholed  into  a  hyperdoughnut. 

The  hands  you  so  tightly  hold 

share  the  same  fingerprints; 

the  choir  of  voices  you  call  angels 

are  simply  time  delayed  echoes  of 

your  own  self-songs. 

The  infinite  faces  that  populate 

your  universe  are  only 

modeled  masks. 

And  through 

it  all, 

the  Tesseract 

impales 

your  universe; 

it  shatters  the 

narrow 

conception  of 

time  and  space 

you  thought  you  held. 

Your  very 

existence 

destabilizes 

into  quarks  and  protons. 

and  without  realizing  it: 

you  have  become 

part  of  the 

wind. 

-John  Beeler 


Clothes 

Why  do  we  hide 

Behind  the  leaves 

The  fig  trees  grieve  because 

We  chose  them 

And  how  did  we  know  how  to  sew  leaves 

Then 

If  we  weren't  taught  who  sewed  them? 

Good  and  evil  known  all  at  once 

Thrust  us  into  maturity 

And  only  God  understands  all  matters  of 

The  fall 

And  can  clear  their  obscurity. 

-Stefan  Moss 


O  fear  the  velvet  underdark 

Of  dreams  and  death  and  doubt. 

O  fear  the  flaming  inner  spark 

That  burns  the  brimstone  out. 

Fear  blackness,  fury,  moon,  and  sun, 

Fear  solitude  and  rain. 

Fear  babies'  deaths,  lives  unbegun, 

Fear  ecstasy  and  pain. 

O  fear  the  satin  subterfuge 

Of  dusky  demon  wings. 

O  fear  the  monsters  hairy-huge 

Beneath  the  mattress-springs. 

Fear  bony  fingers  slimy-wet, 

Fear  sleep's  pernicious  crawl. 

Fear  waking  to  sheets  soaked  in  sweat; 

Fear  waking  up  at  all. 

-Autumn  R.  Wilder 
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The  Fool 


With  a  tremble  and  a  gasp, 

his  majesty  opened  his  eyes 

from  a  dream 

of  his  own  demise. 

He  shook  his  queen  awake, 

so  she  may  share  in  his  grief. 

She  touched  her  hand  to  his, 

and  made  her  retreat. 

Watching  as  the  light  came  down 

cradling  her  cheek, 

frightened  by 

the  simplicity  of  her  sleep. 

The  sun  rose  early, 

out  went  a  decree 

to  discover  what 

these  images  mean. 

She  flies  through  fire. 
She  walked  on  water. 
Steadies  the  boulder, 
with  the  palm  of  her  hand. 
I  don't  understand. 

A  fool  meandered  to  the  court 
beckoned  by  the  King's  discord, 
he  hadn't  come  for  the  offered  reward 
He  said,  "you've  been  given  a  gift, 
quite  frankly,  you  don't  deserve." 
In  kingly  fashion, 
He  clamored,  losing  his  nerve. 
The  fool  began 


Long  ago, 
in  a  land  far  away, 
someone  slapped  the  writer 
and  said,  "how  typical." 

-Jason  Davis 


"She  flies  through  fire, 

on  wings  that  won't  burn. 

She  walks  on  water, 

If  you  can't  swim  you'd  better  learn. 

Steadies  the  boulder, 

with  one  palm  of  her  hand. 

And  what  are  you? 

Just  a  man." 

The  kin?  didn't  understand 
the  tale  that  he'd  been  told. 
Raising  his  scepter, 
his  queen  took  a  hold, 
to  discourage  his  wrath 
with  only  a  smile. 
His  heart  was  gold, 
this  was  his  fear  all  the  while. 

She  flies  through  fire, 

on  wings  that  won't  burn. 

She  walks  on  water, 

If  you  can't  swim  you'd  better  learn. 

Steadies  the  boulder, 

with  one  palm  of  her  hand. 

And  what  are  you? 

Just  a  man. 

-Bentley  W.  Robinson 


photo  by:  Anje  Hartzler 


Thy  Kingdom  Come 

0  veil  dell (i  di  Dio,  quanto  lu  dei 
esser  Ir miila  da  ciascun  che  legge 
do  che  ju  manifesto  a  li  occhi  mei! 

— Inferno,  Canto  XIV 

I 
Lucifer  summoned  his  angels  that  morning 
From  their  posts  and  pitchforks  to  burn  Hell's 
Hatred  into  the  hearts  of  men  and  course  infernal  poison 
Through  their  veins,  that  Heaven's  grace  might  flow  in  vain, 
And  God  hurled  mercy  in  response  upon  the  blackened  Dust. . . 
That  rain  of  blood  struck  fire  against  the  demons'  skin 
And  shot  them  back  to  Torment,  where  they  conspired 
With  fallen  sons  to  rob  the  Earth  of  hope... 
The  imps  spat  evil  into  cauldrons  boiling  Satan's  glee, 
And  laughed  to  drive  thick  terror  through  corporeal  sands, 
That  love  should  melt  beneath  its  heat  and  flee  the  world 
For  Hell,  to  be  plunged  into  Death  and  devoured... 

II 
The  world  awoke  trembling  from  its  hell-spawned  dreams 
That  morning  and  brushed  icy  tears  from  its  bitter  face 
And  prepared  to  face  the  day,  which  clung  in  early  agony 
To  unfed  promise  and  wishful  thought  but  neglected  its  only  Hope... 
Men  flung  angry  pieces  of  broken  wonder  at  One 
Who  stood  sobbing  before  them,  and  delight  leapt  in  Satan's  heart 
To  witness  outstretched  hands  of  Love  pinned  helpless  to  a  tree... 
The  lost  souls  of  a  sullen  race  crawled  grimly  to  their  beds 
And  chewed  the  bread  of  woe,  filling  their  soft  bellies 
With  the  desperation  of  futility  and  mounting  dark  chariots 
Of  suicidal  gloom  to  escape  the  loss-ridden  night  and  nail 
The  weeping  Christ  to  refusal  once  more  before  being  devoured... 

Ill 
Shadows  dripped  like  honey  from  the  clocktowers 
Sounding  Earth's  dissonance  and  God's  decision  that  morning, 
When  angels'  trumpets  rent  the  heavens  in  two, 
And  the  Sun  of  Righteousness  stepped  into  the  eastern  sky 
With  a  scythe  in  His  hand  and  salvation  on  His  lips 
To  call  His  saints  for  the  harvest... 
The  Earth  yawned  bones  into  the  air, 
And  the  dead  of  the  sea  were  dredged  from  its  depths 
To  light  the  face  of  Heaven  for  the  living  Church  to  follow. . . 
The  Kingdom  of  God  was  ripped  from  a  world 
That  screamed  and  cowered  and  was  swiftly  devoured 
And  moaned  in  the  mouth  of  the  Beast... 
There's  no  time  to  change  your  mind, 
The  Son  has  come,  and  you've  been  left  behind — 
I  wish  we'd  all  been  ready 

-Wesley  Biddy 
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A  half-finished  billet-doux  glares  its  death's  head  grimace 

Beneath  months  of  half-begun  poems  collecting  dust  and  dreams. 

Neither  completed  nor  sent,  it  looms,  a  monument 

To  scarred  wishes,  twisted,  deformed  explanations 

Eviscerated  by  bewildered  unreasons; 

Begging  the  question  while  shunting  it  effectively  away, 

Pleading  tear-streaked  answers  from  scores  of  sundered  stanzas, 

Personal  myths  retold  in  comforting  autistic  whispers. 

An  epee  darting  demonically  from  beneath  layers 

Of  chainmail-verse  whose  gleaming  exterior 

Masks  rusted  inside  links,  flashing  a  reminder, 

An  icicle  of  death  recalled,  exhumed  against  its  will, 

Into  a  soul  already  perforated  by  previous  ambushes 

Bleeding  tenderness,  joy,  purging  puddles  of  recollections. 

Agonizing  sanctification  in  light  of  a  new  sun. 

-Autumn  R.  Wilder 


Gospel  of  Judas 

I  weep... 

As  the  virus  enters  my  open  window 

I  protest. . . 

...silently 

but  this  Kafkaesque  creature 

I'm  becoming 

this  "time's"  endeavor 

does  this  little  to  help  me  use  of  what  I  know 

does  little  but  clothe  me  in  frustrations 

and  this  Picturesque  graveyard 

I'm  observing 

in  "love's"  decorum 

is  being  kept  alive 

on  the  respirator  of  occasional  obligations 

and  altogether  timely  self  interests 

it  waits... 

...yearns 

we  keep  our  dead  alive 

we're  selfish 

we  need  Judas 

-S.  Andre  Crosby 
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She  drove  a  black  Cadillac  with  a  cage  in  the  back, 
Asked  me  if  I  wanted  a  ride. 
I  told  her  later  in  a  letter  that  I'd  known  better, 
But  all  I'd  wanted  was  inside. 

Maybe  it  was  my  fault  for  waking  up  to  flute  music, 

But  I  can't  see  me  giving  a  day  more,  anymore,  of  my  time. 

'Cause  I  can  still  see  the  Amish  girl  on  rollerblades, 

And  I  think  I  see  she's  a  lot  like  me- 

Long  after  her  perfume  had  faded  from  my  clothes, 

I  still  couldn't  fill  the  footsteps  in  concrete; 

And  the  Seem  and  the  Do  gave  me  the  Be  that  was  she, 

But  that  just  wasn't  me. 

I  want  a  weight-forward  five  on  a  5/6; 

He  took  a  Royal  Coachman  on  rye,  poor  little  fish, 

But  I  let  him  go  and  threw  her  hook  outta  my  heart. 

A  lot  in  common,  that  fish  and  I- 

We  both  had  to  get  free  or  die. 

The  older  I  feel,  the  younger  I  see  I  am, 
And  the  more  I  think  I  care,  the  more  I  see 
how  litde  she  really  mattered. 
Sometimes  I  can  still  see  her, 
taste  her  scarlet  kisses. 
But  sometimes  I  hallucinate 
when  I  wake  up  at  3  am,  too. 

-E.Q.V.  9 
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The  Jihad  Of  The  Obscure 

All  of  those  blasted  alabaster  beggars  use  training  wheels.  Nine  of  them,  balancing  a  meager 
mind,  chalk  knees  casually  scraping  the  cobblestones,  ground  down  by  his  constant  back  and  forth, 
back  and  forth,  as  competitors  observe  his  guffawing  with  disgust.  What  a  way  to  ruin  a  respected  busi- 
ness. Guarded  by  a  glowing  virgin,  he  unties  his  trousers  -  Mary  ensures  his  salvation,  if  not  his  bread. 
And  the  sacred  walls  are  already  scratched  with  propriety  and  rosary  beads,  vigil  candles  and  holy 
water,  postcards  of  a  gushing  Jesus  to  send  home  to  mother.  Tourists  with  visions  pass  through  the 
cathedral  of  the  poor,  and  a  smiling  retard  with  a  St.  Olef  spine  crawls  away  after  being  paid  for  his  pic- 
ture. A  million  years  ago  Quito  came  to  Saint  Frances  for  water,  and  he  left  them  with  a  museum. 

We  weren't  really  saying  anything,  me  and  him.  Just  standing  there  respecting  each  other's 
space,  or  at  least  attempting  to.  I  remember  thinking  that  his  curls  were  growing  back  nice  and  thick, 
even  if  his  waist  had  gained  a  few  inches.  He  started  singing  to  me  and  no  one  else  knew. 
"Run  with  me  through  pouring  double  diamonds 
Watch  the  double  sound  bring  forth  rainbows 

fading  into  paper  bags  and  quiet. 
Toast  the  sun  and  moon  with  slender  voices, 
Bless  the  stars  with  double  songs  and  sandals. 
I  can  show  you  elves  and  angels  laughing  in  the  trees 

and  playing  sardines  with  the  light. 
I  can  show  you  elves  and  angels. . . 
I  promise." 
And  all  of  the  sudden  I'm  smiling  and  laughing  and  holding  him  so  tightly.  But  not  so  close, 
not  so  close,  that's  not  what  he  would  want.  Once  again  the  walls  turn  to  soft  roses  and  the  margarita 
shakers  are  sparkling  and  there's  talk  of  tearing  down  windows  to  build  double  doors.  The  sidewalk 
holds  the  reality  that  was  just  a  little  easier  to  discover  that  last  year,  and  I  exist  because  someone  else 
was  trying  to  live  a  normal  life. 

It's  easier  to  believe  in  a  God  that  lets  you  suffer  completely  .  Neither  men  are  worth  my  tears. 

^  ^  , ,  -Jessica  Palmer 

Chipped  Coffee  Mugs  j 

Broken  fists  pound  the  walls  of  imperfection. 

I'm  not  what  you're  looking  for. 

If  you  force  lime  Jell-0  into  your  mold  of  the  perfect  wife, 

I'll  explode  and  leave  you 

drenched  with  the  stench  of  "was  possible." 

Why  do  you  seek  after  average  coated  with  symmetry? 

Your  eyes  scream  at  me  with  their  pain 

as  I  shatter  the  mask  hiding  the  scent  of  superficiality. 

Did  I  ever  say  I  wanted  Rhett  Butler? 

I'm  drawn  back  to  your  gooey  smile  as  a  lemming  to  a  cliff. 

The  irony  of  it  all  enshrouds  me. 

Moths  really  are  attracted  by  pain. 

Would  you  like  some  tea  with  your  cream? 

-Crystal  Fleming 


Sunday  Jones 

Intense  anticipation  stemming  from  a 

Sunday  morn  dawning  like  the  last  before  and 

Ending  from  the  first  after  the  fact. 

Preacher  Jones  rises,  puts  on  his  socks  and 

Shaves.  Time  again,  here  we  go  again,  once  more, 

Bible  laid  out  on  the  floor,  words  behind  the 

Closed  door  of  mind — open,  I  say,  open  wide 

To  the  breech-loaded  sermon  of  a  succulent  side. 

Come,  taste  and  try  the  good  things  I  have, 

Words  and  words  and  thoughts  of  yore,  in  my 

Analytical  being,  the  Light,  the  light  unseeing. 

Pulpit  upon  a  platform  before  a  throng  of  sheep, 

Sheep,  baa — baa,  quiet  your  neighs,  now  sing  your 

Part.  Chorus,  chorus,  oh  for  a  thousand  malodorous 

Sounds.  I  sing,  I  sweat,  I  sneeze,  the  Spirit  of  the 

Lord  is  strong  today,  is  strong  here,  like 

Last  week,  like  Sunday  night,  sheep-sheared  eve — 

No  matter,  though,  nothing  the  matter  at  all. 

Hear  me  pipe,  hear  me  shout,  here's  my 

Whippoorwill  song,  not  a  whisper  nor  a  teach — 

Teach?  Not  I,  leave  the  teaching  to  the  schools, 

Fools,  that's  for  fools,  God's  no  fool  and 

Neither  or  either  am  I. 

Gesticulate  to  a  reprobate,  the  more  the  more 

He  snores  in  front,  babe  cries,  preach 

Lies — not  I,  I  read,  I  rack  my  mind 

Day  in  and  out  of  season.  The  sky!  The  sky 

Falls  soon,  it's  almost  noon,  hunger  for 

Which  or  neither  or  nor.  "Go,  go  ye  therefore 

Into  the  World  to  eat  and  live  as 

Herdsmen  like  myself."  I've  done  this,  done  it 

Hundreds  of  times  before,  clang  the 

Cymbal,  clash  the  gong.  Faith  and  hope, 

Faith  and  hope  .  .  .  the  third. 
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-J.  Michael  Gagne 


14 


Laughing  off  the  grim,  intellectual  discourse 

Of  his  host,  the  poet 

Staggered, 

Shuddered  and  impaled  himself,  wriggling, 

On  pointed  observations  and  serrated  ideologies. 

The  outraged  world  slammed  down  its  own 

Tankard  of  hemlock, 

Exquisite  chandelier  swaying  precariously  overhead 

Sending  a  biting  rain  of  shards  of  splintered  arrogance, 

Glittering  and  tinkling,  upon  them. 

-Autumn  R.  Wilder 


MODE 

It  was  such  a  hollow,  sterile  word:  "MODE" 

Pasted  flat  against  the  old  man's  suitcase 

A  case  too  big  to  be  a  laptop,  but  too  small 

For  anything  but  an  overnight.  Nostalgically  plastered 

Diagonally,  a  traveller's  sticker  from  old  movies 

Which  recall  Casablanca.  Rome,  Durban,  Prague — 

But  this  time,  prostrate,  one  word:  MODE. 

I  watched  him.  His  lips  moved.  A  cockneyed  bleat. 

MODE:  like  something  on  a  tee  shirt  worn 

By  one  of  my  pierced  or  tattooed  students 

Or  stenciled  on  the  butt  of  some  meticulously  shredded  jeans. 

MODE:  a  flat  sound,  nearly  dead 

Spoken  blankly  into  vacant  coffee  cans. 

Not  like  "Oedipal  Norman,"  rich  in  allusion, 

Or  even  something  used  to  summon  angels. 

But  he  didn't  act  like  a  MODE  sort  of  man — 
The  cling-free  sort  who  drank  Sanka  with  sugar. 
He  stooped  in  a  corner,  frettering  with  a  paper 
And  gnawing  at  his  psychedelic  tie; 
Blinking  at  women,  wanting 
Like  Ezra,  to  call  them  "Dryad" 
But  somehow  unwilling  or  unable. 

He  ate  only  red — strawberries  drenched  in  ketchup 

Waxy  pomegranates,  a  hunk  of  raw  beef. 

It  made  me  sick  to  watch  him,  and  I  thought  I  smelled  something, 

But  still  I  had  to  ask.  I  whispered,  "What  is  MODE?" 

Never  looking  up,  still  frettering  with  his  paper, 

He  muttered,  "Esau  was  a  buffoon. 

"Sold  for  red  stew  on  a  fly-thick  plain. 

It  was  dusky.  I'm  sure  he  couldn't  see — 

Couldn't  see  babies  unwrinkling  into  warriors .  .  ." 

He  paused,  "Have  you  read  the  Bible?" 

Without  waiting  for  an  answer  he  grunted, 

"God  cursed  us  in  Isaiah  thirty-four." 

Stupidly,  the  word  escaped  me:  "What?" 
He  said,  "I  come  from  EDOM." 
"You've  been  looking  in  a  mirror." 

-Andrew  Lee 
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Flying  Pasture 

The  mountains  were  tucked  into  a  patchwork  quilt 

as  Fall  started  to  say  goodnight. 

Autumn's  colors  felt  like  a  thick  comforter, 

hand-stitched  with  hayrides  under  the  harvest  moon. 

The  bright  hues  stuck  to  my  tongue  like  gooey  marshmallows, 

enveloped  in  papery  black  skins. 

Brown's  fragrance  was  liquid, 

swozzled  with  a  cinnamon  stick  in  a  Dixie  cup. 

The  scent  of  yellow  drifting  through  the  autumn  air 

was  a  French  vanilla  cake  rising  in  the  oven. 

The  intoxicating  flavor  of  green 

was  a  casserole  of  Scotch  tape  and  cereal  boxes. 

The  aroma  of  orange  was  a  freshly  brewed  mug  of  hazelnut  coffee, 

topped  with  whipped  winter, 

and  sprinkled  with  naked  tree  branches. 

-Crystal  Fleming 
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DlSAPPEARANCESAYS 

She's  much  too  organic  to  be  bothered  by  homeostasis 
Depraved  and  dired  by  hated  roots  of  self-satisfaction 
Only  a  kernel  of  hopeful  doubt  remains  intact 
More  than  a  word  of  reassuring  self-sufficiency 
What  else  can  I  disguise  by  under  appreciating 
Values  too  closely  related  to  hatred  and  platitude 
Overly  sensitive  to  tactile  stimulation  and  the  likely  implied 
But  far  be  it  from  me  to  abnegate  the  consequence  of  fear 

If  everything  could  be  quite  distinctly  organized 

Impatience  might  still  be  a  virtue  worth  mentioning 

Retractable  and  unmistakable  physical  legality 

Watching  fervently  this  close  encounter 

"A  person  belongs  tightly  framed 

Surrounded  by  depressurized  atmosphere" 

Urgings,  belongings  bedded  in  peddled  prayers 

Malformed  longings  compete  from  unnoticed  miles  away 

Acute  sensitivity  to  tactile  stimulation 

And  the  implied  likelihood  of  such  things 

Drives  a  stainless  thin  line  into  the  heart  of  another 


-S.  Andre  Crosby 


Resurrection  Sundae 

for  Kerry  Gene  Helton 

These  memories  have  relinquished  the  frail  luster 

Of  their  promise,  and  the  time  that  separates  me  from  her 

Is  as  deep  as  the  sky  and  as  cold  as  misunderstanding. 

Chasing  the  wind  has  been  terrifying, 
But  not  as  terrifying  as  catching  it. 

My  life,  Mr.  Helton,  is  an  industrial-sized  ashtray, 

And  I  couldn't  be  happier. 

But  I  would  like  to  be. 

You,  my  friend,  smoke  like  an  Alaskan  chimney, 

And  you  couldn't  be  happier. 

That  would  disappoint  too  many  people. 

I  have  slept  in  my  coffee  and  screamed  at  my  bed, 

And  when  I  needed  an  excuse,  you  wrote  me  one. 

I  tried  to  forge  your  signature  once,  when  you  were  away, 

But  I  kept  misspelling  your  name 

And  writing  the  names  of  Eagles'  songs,  instead. 

I  couldn't  help  it,  the  ink  was  runny. 

The  cripple  in  the  corner  laughs  at  us  on  a  nightly  basis 

As  we  drink  and  mumble  and  scribble  down  stupid  poems 

About  love  and  magic  and  dull  knives  and  disappointment 

(all  of  which  are  eerily  interrelated,  if  you  ask  me),  but 

We  ignore  him  because  we  know  that  he's  only  doing  it 

Because  he's  seeing  us  make  the  same  mistakes  he  made  at  our  age. 

I  tried  his  crutches  once  (they  were  one-size-fits-all,  you  know). 

Chasing  the  wind  has  been  terrifying, 
But  not  as  terrifying  as  catching  it. 

I  see  her  sometimes,  when  I  watch  someone  rush  to  lick  up 

Melting  ice  cream  as  it  runs — wait,  make  that  bolts — 

Down  the  side  of  the  cone,  and  I  understand.  I  wasn't  quick  enough,  either. 

I  am  lucky,  though,  Mr.  Helton.  I  remember  the  summersticky 

Sweetness  of  ice  cream  and  long  kisses,  and  when  I  think 

Hard  enough,  I  can  still  taste  them  both. 

Do  you  remember  the  day  of  Ophelia's  funeral, 
And  how,  at  the  casket,  you  whispered  to  me 
That  she  still  looked  alive?  And  do  you  remember  the  prince 
Who  sat  in  the  corner  through  the  entire  service, 
Crying  and  mumbling  and  scribbling  down  stupid  poems 
About  love  and  magic  and  dull  knives  and  disappointment? 
It  seems  that  I've  seen  him  again  somewhere  since  then. 
But  maybe  not. 

Alas,  Mr.  Helton!  It  appears  that  I  have  written  a  poem 

Which  is  disjointed  and  lacks  a  consistent  tone. 

But  perhaps  you  can  write  me  an  excuse  for  that,  too,  eh? 

Chasing  the  wind  has  been  terrifying, 
But  not  as  terrifying  as  catching  it. 


-Wesley  Biddy  1 7 


Proselyte 

Ii  smelled  like  wel  socks,  as  though  the  entire  lobbj  had  just  been  shampooed.  Maybe  foyer  was  the  righl  word,  nol 
lobby.  "Ladies  ( irele  meeting  in  the  foyer  after  church,"  the  bulletins  always  read,  al  least  when  1  was  growing  up.   1  he  carpet 
was  deep  purple,  with  an  almost  liquid  sheen.  It  reminded  me  of  my  little  league  baseball  jersey,  the  Angels  (the  silk  screen- 
er  might  have  been  dyslexic  because  the  jerseys  actually  read  "Angles").  I  stepped  gingerly  across  the  shimmering  purple 
softness,  hearing  faint  squishing  sounds  which  seemed  to  confirm  mv  suspicions.  Why  would  somebod\  shampoo  the  <  arpet 
on  a  Saturday  night  when  the  Sunday  morning  crowd  would  be  tramping  across  it,  leaving  tracks? 

And  why  was  1  the  only  one  in  the  foyer  on  Sunday  morning? 

I  looked  at  my  watch.    10:42.  The  sign  in  bout  of  Christ's  Holy  Temple  clearly  posted  10:45  as  Sunday  Morning  Worship 
Service.  You'll  like  this  church,  my  cousin  Marion  had  told  me.  It's  one  of  them  Full  Gospel  churches,  real  charismatic-like, 
he  told  me  with  his  characteristic  tobacco-stained  leer.  Cousin  Marion  and  I  shared  a  love  for  bass  fishing  and  Crimson  Tide 
football,  so  1  decided  he  could  be  trusted.  We'd  had  one  minor  fracas  over  a  motorcycle  a  few  years  back,  but  otherwise  we 
got  along.  I'd  spent  the  weekend  at  Grandma's  house  in  Boaz,  and  Sunday  morning  had  found  me  looking  for  a  church.  So 
here  I  was. 

Feeling  a  little  like  Lot's  wife,  I  looked  back  over  my  shoulder.  The  gravel  parking  lot  was  full  of  pick-ups,  Caprices,  and 
the  odd  Saturn  or  Suniire.  The  Alabama  sun  glared  off  the  windshields,  making  me  squint.  Full  house,  apparently.  So 
where  was  everybody?  I  listened  carefully,  straining  to  hear  any  singing,  preaching,  organ  playing. 

Nothing. 

There  were  two  thick  wooden  doors  leading  into  the  main  sanctuary,  chestnut  brown  and  warped  from  repeated  staining. 
No  windows  for  peeking  in.  There  was  a  half  inch  gap  between  the  doors,  and  as  I  stepped  closer,  I  noticed  what  looked  like 
scratches  meandering  down  the  middle  of  the  doors,  stopping  just  above  the  tarnished  brass  handles.  I  leaned  against  the 
doors  and  listened  again.  Still  nothing.    Puffing  my  bangs  out  of  my  eyes,  I  gently  tugged  at  one  of  the  doors,  praying  it 
wouldn't  squeak  blasphemously.  But  it  didn't  budge.  For  a  moment  I  thought  the  doors  were  locked,  but  instinctively  I 
grabbed  the  handle  with  both  hands  this  time  and  leaned  backward,  flinging  the  door  open  with  surprising  ease. 

I  winced  at  the  deafening  noise  and  squeezed  my  eyes  shut,  but  somehow  I  had  enough  presence  of  mind  not  to  clap  my 
hands  over  my  ears.  The  maddening  din  seemed  to  be  one  long  string  of  notes  chanted  over  and  over  in  a  thousand  differ- 
ent, shrieking  keys. 

BRINGING  IN  THE  SHEAVES  BRINGING  IN  THE  SHEAVES  BRINGING  IN  THE  SHEAVES  BRINGING  IN  THE  SHEAVES 

The  church  was  packed.  W7ooden  pews  stretched  endlessly  like  unpainted  fingers  before  me,  finally  culminating  at  a 
crude  pewter  altar  inscribed  with  a  familiar  quotation:  "This  Do  In  Remembrance  of  Me."  More  pews  yawned  into  the  dark- 
est corners  to  the  left  and  right  of  the  church  where  no  sunlight  seemed  to  reach  from  the  aqua  and  yellow  stained  glass  win- 
dows on  either  wall.  The  doors  must  have  been  soundproofed.  From  the  foyer  you'd  think  the  place  was  deserted — not  a 
sound.  But  the  decibel  level  in  the  sanctuary  would  have  put  a  Who  concert  to  shame. 

I  stood  there  awkwardly  in  the  middle  of  the  aisle  for  a  minute,  leaning  against  the  doors  for  support  while  my  brain 
pounded  with  the  volume's  intensity.  No  one  even  seemed  to  notice  I  had  entered.  They  couldn't  have  heard  me,  that's  for 
sure.  Old  faces,  toddler  faces,  pregnant  faces,  acne-ridden  faces — they  all  stared  straight  toward  the  stage  where  a  woman 
who  looked  suspiciously  like  Oprah  Winfrey  was  planted  firmly  behind  the  pulpit,  sawing  her  arms  melodramatically  as  she 
mouthed  the  lines  over  and  over. 

BRINGING  IN  THE  SHEAVES  BRINGING  IN  THE  SHEAVES  BRINGING  IN  THE  SHEAVES  BRINGING  IN  THE  SHEAVES 

She  wore  an  oversized  (or  maybe  it  was  tailored  to  fit  her  comfortably)  green  robe  which  looked  like  silk,  and  the  wing- 
tipped  sleeves  flapped  wildly  ever)'  time  her  hands  swooped  down  and  flew  back  into  the  air.  The  robe  wasn't  hunter  green 
or  forest  green  or  even  army  green.  It  was  mouthwash  green,  comical  and  excruciating  to  look  at.  I  squinted  again  and 
squeezed  into  an  aisle  seat  near  the  back  next  to  a  fortyish  looking  man  in  an  authentic  looking  stovepipe  Abe  Lincoln  hat. 
Like  everyone  else,  the  man  seemed  to  be  sitting  straight  up,  statuesque.  He  turned  his  head  mechanically  toward  me  and 
nodded  a  greeting.  His  jowls  never  stopped  moving,  up  and  down  with  the  pounding  of  the  music. 

BRINGING  IN  THE  SHEAVES  BRINGING  IN  THE  SHEAVES  BRINGING  IN  THE  SHEAVES  BRINGING  IN  THE  SHEAVES 

That  was  when  I  noticed  he  had  only  one  eye.  And  one  ear. 

Where  his  left  eye  had  been  there  was  now  a  vacuous,  shadowy  crater — no  glass  eye,  just  a  hole.  Thankfully,  I  couldn't 
see  the  fleshy  bottom.  But  if  he  turned  just  right  and  the  light  fell  at  a  certain  angle  ...  I  shuddered  at  the  possibility.  A  tri- 
angular scar  craggled  across  the  side  of  his  head  where  his  right  ear  should  have  been.  A  massy  flop  of  black  hair  matted 
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across  the  place,  partially  concealing  it.  I  returned  his  greeting  with  a  grim  nod  and  quickly  looked  away.  Something 
unpleasant  was  rising  in  the  back  of  my  throat,  and  I  gulped  it  down.  Up  front  the  choir  director  was  still  madly  flapping  her 
impossibly  long  arms,  but  the  tempo  seemed  to  be  grinding  to  a  final  chord. 

BRINGING  IN  THE  SHEEEEAAA-VWW-EEESSSSS. 

The  congregation  grumbled  a  chorus  of  scattered  "amens"  as  Oprah's  twin  seated  herself  on  a  narrow  bench  behind  the 
podium.  A  Methuselah  man  appeared  from  somewhere  behind  her  and  hopped  toward  the  podium,  bracing  himself  with 
both  hands  gripping  the  lectern. 

He  was  hopping  because  he  had  only  one  leg.  The  other  had  been  taken  off  above  the  knee.  He  looked  Asian,  but 
maybe  it  was  just  the  constellation  of  wrinkles  pulling  his  face  into  awkward  angles.  I  would  have  guessed  his  age  around  one 
hundred. 

"Brothers  and  sisters,  ye  are  welcome  in  the  house  of  the  Lord,"  he  rasped  into  an  old-fashioned  chrome  mike.  He 
began  quoting  something  from  Leviticus,  and  I  sensed  a  collective  nodding  of  heads  from  the  crowd  of  worshippers.  I 
looked  around. 

And  that's  when  I  decided  my  cousin  must  have  played  a  joke  on  me. 

A  very  sick  joke  indeed. 

They  were  all  maimed  or  crippled,  every  last  one  of  them,  right  down  to  the  infant  missing  three  fingers  being  held  by 
the  one-armed  woman  to  my  left.  It  was  like  a  potpourri  of  missing  appendages — hands,  legs,  fingers,  eyes,  ears.  Some  had 
been  cosmetically  doctored  to  respectable  smoothness.  Others  look  like  they'd  been  hacked  off  or  gouged  out  with  a  pair  of 
pruning  shears.  None  had  been  replaced  with  prosthetic  limbs,  not  even  a  peg  leg  or  hook. 

They  were  just  .  .  .  missing. 

For  the  second  time  I  squeezed  my  eyes  shut,  hoping  this  was  a  Twilight-Zone  induced  trance.  No  such  luck.  It  was  real. 

But  if  it  was  real,  there  had  to  be  an  explanation.  As  the  preacher  droned  on  about  tithes  and  offerings,  occasionally 
hopping  on  his  one  leg  to  steady  himself  behind  the  podium,  I  could  have  sworn  I  heard  cousin  Marion's  bawling,  braying 
laughter.  Haw  haw  haw!  Got  ya  good,  din'  I?  Like  that  church,  don'  cha?  It's  charismatic-like!  I  could  almost  see  the  tobac- 
co juice  spewing  between  his  gapped  teeth  as  he  shook  with  hysterics.  Yes,  he'd  have  a  good  laugh  over  this. 

There  had  to  be  an  explanation.  Maybe  it's  a  veterans  church — soldiers  wounded  in  war  .  .  .  or — 

Yes,  I  saw  it  now.  VFW.  The  bold  black  letters  were  stenciled  vertically  on  a  white  flag  posted  at  the  left  side  of  the  stage. 
Veterans  of  Foreign  Wars.  That  would  explain  it. 

But  what  about  the  babies?  And  the  women?  They're  not  veterans. 

Oprah's  twin  rose  to  her  feet  again.  The  preacher  was  saying  something  to  her,  but  the  crackling  of  the  ancient  micro- 
phone made  it  impossible  for  me  to  hear.  Her  mouthwash  green  robe  flapped  as  she  moved  toward  the  white  flag  and 
unfurled  it  fully.  VFW  didn't  stand  for  Veterans  of  Foreign  Wars. 

The  flag  read:  Very  Few  are  Willing. 

"Very  Few  are  Willing!"  the  preacher  shrieked,  and  the  congregation  grumbled  its  assent.  "Are  you  willing?"  he  chal- 
lenged them.  "Are  you  willing  to  pay  the  full  price  for  the  gospel,  the  FULL  GOSPEL  of  the  Lord?"  The  congregation  rose 
to  its  feet  (in  a  manner  of  speaking)  and  murmured  an  approving  "Ahem  and  amen." 

"Mark  chapter  nine,  verses  forty-three  through  forty-seven!"  the  preacher  declared,  "Better  to  cut  off  yer  hand  or  yer  foot 
or  gouge  out  yer  eye  than  be  thrown  into  Hell!  And  today  there's  a  new  brother  who  has  come  to  give  his  all.  Welcome!" 

The  man  in  the  Abe  Lincoln  stovepipe  hat  whirled  on  me  and  grabbed  my  left  arm.  A  hulking  one-eyed  teenager 
grabbed  my  right  arm.  In  seconds  I  was  being  dragged  kicking  down  the  aisle  toward  those  huge  warped  wooden  doors. 

I  suddenly  realized  how  the  doors  got  all  those  scratches. 

And  I  suddenly  realized  why  they  shampooed  the  carpet  in  the  foyer  every  week. 

And  I  could  have  sworn  I  heard  a  braying,  bawling  laughter,  like  a  donkey,  coming  from  the  balcony. 

And  I  suddenly  remembered  how  much  cousin  Marion  loved  that  motorcycle. 

-Madigan  Phipp 


19 


Daniel  Alvarez 


***«* 


Biographical  Information  of  Authors  and  Artists 

Emmitt  Beall  is  a  twenty-one  year  old  junior  from  Atlanta,  Georgia,  fie  is  majoring  in  Accounting. 

John  Beeler  is  senior  from  Owensboro,  Kentucky.  His  major  is  Pastoral  Ministry. 

Wesley  Biddy  is  a  nineteen-year-old  sophomore  from  Powderspring,  Georgia.  He  is  the  assistant  poetry 
editor  of  this  semester's  staff.    His  major  is  English. 

Jeremy  D.  Clough  is  a  twenty-year  old  junior.  He  is  and  has  been  a  long  time  member  of  this  staff.  He 
is  from  Marietta,  Georgia  and  is  majoring  in  Communications. 

S.  Andre  Crosby  a  twenty-one  year  old  junior  majoring  in  Psychology.  He  is  a  member  of  this  staff  and 
has  been  for  many  semesters.  His  hometown  is  Abbeville,  Louisiana. 

Jason  Davis  is  a  nineteen-year-old  sophomore  from  Ashland,  Virginia.  He  has  been  a  member  of  this 
staff  for  a  few  semesters. 

Janet  deBeaussaert  is  a  twenty-one  year  old  junior.  She  is  a  Human  Development  major.  Her  home- 
town is  Utica,  Michigan. 

Anje  Hartzler  is  the  Art  Editor  for  this  magazine.  She  is  a  twenty-three  year  old  senior  from 
Alpharetta,  Georgia.    She  is  majoring  in  Business. 

Coral  Mosely  is  a  twenty-year-old  junior  from  Moore  Haven,  Florida.  She  is  an  English  and  History  Major. 

Jessica  Palmer  is  the  assistant  editor  of  the  Literary  Magazine.  She  is  a  nineteen-year-old  junior  from 
Richmond,  Virginia.  Her  major  is  English  Education. 

Bentley  W.  Robinson  is  a  twenty-four  year  old  senior.  He  is  a  General  Business  major  from  Athens,  Georgia. 

Melissa  Shaw  is  the  Editor-in-chief.  She  is  a  nineteen-year-old  junior  majoring  in  Communications. 
She  is  from  Thurmont,  Maryland. 

Autumn  R.  Wilder  is  a  nineteen-year-old  sophomore  from  Albany,  New  York.  Her  major  is  Liberal  Studies. 

Amanda  C.  Wolfe  is  a  member  of  this  semester's  staff.  She  is  a  twenty-one  year  old  senior  from  Live 

Oak,  Florida.  Her  major  is  English. 

> 

You  may  be  wondering  what  happened  to  the  Anthology?  Why  has  the  name  been  changed?  Well 
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